THE   CHILDREN'S   OMNIBUS

"Perseus," said the voice, "why are you sad?"
He lifted his head from his hands, in which he had
hidden it, and, behold! all alone as Perseus had
supposed himself to be, there was a stranger in the
solitary place. It was a brisk, intelligent, and remark-
ably shrewd-looking young man, with a cloak over his
shoulders, an odd sort of cap on his head, a strangely
twisted staff in his hand, and a short and very crooked
sword hanging by his side. He was exceedingly light
and active in his figure, like a person much accustomed
to gymnastic exercises, and well able to leap or run.
Above all, the stranger had such a cheerful, knowing,
and helpful aspect (though it was certainly a little
mischievous, into the bargain), that Perseus could
not help feeling his spirits grow livelier as he gazed
at him. Besides, being really a courageous youth, he
felt greatly ashamed that anybody should have found
him with tears in his eyes, like a timid little school-
boy, when, after, all, perhaps there might be no
occasion for despair. So Perseus wiped his eyes, and
answered the, stranger pretty briskly, putting on as
brave a look as he could.

"I am not so very sad," said he; "only thoughtful
about an adventure that I have undertaken."

"Oho!" answered the stranger. "Well, tell me
all about it, and possibly I may be of service to you.
I have helped a good many young men through
adventures that looked difficult enough beforehand.
Perhaps you may have heard of me. I have more